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AFTER DINNER. 


“IT’S NO USE, FANNY. I'M NOT CUT OUT FOR A SOCIETY MAN.” 
“WHAT DO YOU MEAN?” 
“WELL, WHEN I TALK I HAVE TO STOP EATING ; AND WHEN I EAT I HAVE TO STOP TALKING,” 








Pears’ 


What is wanted of soap 
for the skin is to wash it 
clean and not hurt it. 
This 


is why we want pure soap; 


Pure soap does that. 


and when we say pure, 
we mean without alkali. 
Pears’ is pure; no free 


alkali. 
sand virtues of soap; this 


There are a thou- 
one is enough. You can 
trust a soap that has no 
biting alkali in it. 


All sorts of stores sell it, especially 
druggists; all sorts of people use it. 


















of deriving all 
the benefits 
which follow 
the  elimina- 
tion of the 
i] chain, accept no substi- 
tute for 
Columbia Bevel-Gears. 
Don’t be confused by 
the word “ CHAINLESS.” 
There are many untried 
and inadequate chainless 
devices on the market. 
Columbia Bevel-Gears are 
the Original, the Standard 
Theirsuperiority has been 





demonstrated again and 
again. 

| COLUMBIAS, HARTFORDS, 
STORMERS, PENNANTS, 
$75, $60, $50, $35, $30, $25. 


AMERICAN BICYCLE COMPANY 


POPE SALES DEPARTMENT 


MARTFORD CONN. 


IT DIDN'T TAKE 
ME LONG TO 
DECIDE >" 












Chainless fitted 
with a Colum- 
bia Coaster 
Brake.” 























THE EASTER NUMBER OF LIFE | 


now being prepared, will be dated April 7th and 


published nearly two weeks before Easter 
Sunday (April 15th). The announcements of 
high-class business houses are solicited for its 
advertising pages. This is an extra number, con- 
sisting of thirty-two or more pages of up-to-date 
illustrations and letter-press. Mo advertisement 
well be accepted occupying less than one-quarter 
page, of which thts announcement shows the exact 
size. The price is $75 for one-quarter page, $150 
for half page, and $300 for full page. For a page 
facing an entire page of reading matter the price 
is $400. For the back cover page, printed in colors 
to correspond with the front cover, the price is 
$500. 

This number will contain a double-page draw- 
ing by Charles Dana Gibson. An Easter sermon 
by Agnes Repplier. Beautiful full-page half-tones 
by Henry Hutt, Allan Gilbert, E. W. Kemble 
and others. A satire by Madeline Bridges, and 
poems and stories by Theodosia Pickering Gar- 
rison, Paul West, Tom Masson, and many others. 

The cover will show an exceptionally rich design 
by Albert D. Blashfield, printed in colors. 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
19 WEST 31st STREET NEW YORK CITY 


















fegtstered Trade Mark. 


CW 


Table Line 


ur new _ importations 
na and fine ‘grade ta 
cloths and _ napkins, inch 
Scotch, Irish, Flemish 
French damasks in all sizes, 
Designs showing floral, ser 
and plain satiny stripes @ 
much in vogue ; the motif be! 
similar to that found ino 
exclusive and refined Em 
Bande et Rayé pattern, int 
duced last fall. 


We also display tea and lunch 
cloths, doylies and centerpieces, t 
and carving cloths—in fact, everytilg 
in linen required for the table, in lay 
variety. Mail orders are given prom 
and careful attention. 


‘¢The Linen Store.” 
James McCutcheon & 


14 West 23d Street, N. Y. 








To Have © 
To Holt 


AN HISTORICAL ROMANCE 
BY 


MARY JOHNSTON 
Author of ‘* Prisoners of Ho e” , 


ILLUSTRATED. $1.50. 


“One of the best historical romance 
we have had from any contemporal] 
writer of fiction.’—New York Tribunt 


HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN & 00. i 
Boston New YORK 
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‘THERE'S THAT DOMMED SOMNAMBULIST BIKIN’ AN IMAGINARY BIKE AGAIN. OI WONDER IF IT’S ME JUTY TO RUN HIM IN IF HE GITS TO 8CORCHIN’?” 


An Unfortunate Sinner. 
OOR Johnny Bull! 

If he loses in this fight he is dis- 
graced forever. If he wins and crushes 
out the independence of the Boers, he is 
going to be hated by all the world, even 
more bitterly than heretofore. And, 
worst of all, he knows in his own heart 
that his cause is bad, and that his enemy 
is right. 

Together. 
IRST FIVE-DOLLAR GOLD 

PIECE: My darling, we have 
been separated so long, but at last we 
are together again, never to part. 


Seconp FivE-DoLLAR GOLD PIECE: 
How I wish we might be assured of 
that ! 

‘*But we are. Don’t you know we 
have both landed in Russell Sage’s 
pocket ?” 


ISITOR (college settlement visitor in 
western town, being entertained with 


family photograph album): And who 


is this ? 

Hostess (simpering): That’s my first 
beau—and turning the pages—this is my 
second. This is the man I married and 
got a divorce from, and this is the man 
I’m going to marry next week. 


Truly Rural. 
A’ TRULY rural lover, with a truly rural - 


cot, 
Wooed a truly rural maiden all the 
May; 
Said the truly rural lover, ‘‘ Truly rural is 
our lot,— 
Let us marry in a truly rural way!” 


So a truly rural wedding and a truly rural 
feast 
Made two true truly rurals truly one; 
For naught not truly rural truly cared they 
in the least,— 
Oh, two truer truly rurals there are none! 
Emma CC. Dowd, 
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“* While there is Life there’s Hope.” 
VOL. XXXV. MARCH 15, 1900. No. 904. 
19 West THIRTY-FIKST St., NEW YORK. 


Published every Thursday. #500 a year in ad- 
vance. l’ostage to foreign countries in the P.stal 
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The illustrations in Li¥8 are copyrighted, 
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HE Ohio Society in New 
York has held its annual 
dinner, considered the 
state of the country, 
and its progress under 
the guidance of con- 
temporary Ohio men, 
and has reported that 
it is doing well. The 
Ohio men came in 
force to the dinner. 
The President and Sen- 
_ ator Hanna were there, 
"and many men of re- 

nown from Cleveland, 
and other Ohioan centres, and from 
Washington, as well as from New York. 
The dinner was held on March 8d. Onthe 
eve of the last year of his administration 
the President conveyed in a_ public 
discourse sentiments which we may 
reasonably conclude will presently be 
incorporated in the platform adopted by 
the Republican convention which will 
renominate him for his present office. 
Observing that the Society had agreed 
not to call upon him for a speech, he 
spoke with care and precision. Review- 
ing briefly the incidents of his adminis- 
tration, the triumph of the gold standard, 
the open door for trade, the tranquillity 
of our foreign relations and the immense 
activity of American trade, he went on 
to enumerate the great moral and 
material benefits we had derived from 
recent wars. The war with Spain he 
said, was unavoidable: the nation’s war. 
It had brought about ‘‘a reunion of the 
people, around the holy altar consecrated 
to country newly sanctified by common 
sacrifice.” There was talk of imperialism 
as a result of it, but there could be no 
imperialism. ‘‘Those who fear it are 


‘LIF se * 


against it: those who have faith in the 
Republic are against it, so that, there is 
universal abhorrence for it and unani- 
mous opposition to it.” Where the dif- 
terence of opinion about our new 
responsibilities Jay was that some folks 
had Jess confidence than others ‘in the 
capacity and good faith of this free 
people as a civilizing agency.” We will 
buckle to our job, the President said, 
“The liberators will never become op 
pressors. A self-governed people will 
never permit despotism in any govern- 
ment which they foster and defend.” 





ET us hope they won’t, but if they 
should conclude on reflection and 

after due computations that a little 
timely despotism would do good in our 
outlying districts, the prospect is not so 
certain as we wish it was that the Major 
will put obstacles in their way. It is 
despotism in a small—a very small—way 
to build a mean little tariff around Porto 
Rico. The President knows it and disap- 
proves it, but a majority of the liberators 
seem to want it, and it promises to be 
set up. The general sentiments of the 
mass of the liberators are as creditable as 
the sentiments the President has ex- 
pressed, but many are inert, and the 
individuals who are interested in getting 


‘laws made and enforced, and offices 


distributed, are not only very active, but 
mighty selfish, The main chance is far 
more to them than high national duties 
or the vindication of the competence of a 
free people as a civilizing agency. The 
President’s benevolence is not much 
questioned, but how effectual a bulwark 
is he going to prove against the im. 
perialism which, he says, we all abhor 
and oppose? The opposition to the 
name of it is, in truth, pretty general. 
The opposition to the essence of it is by 
no means so universal as he says. The 
eagerness, lately seen, to legislate for 
Porto Rico in the interest of certain citi- 
zens of the United States was an 
eagerness for the essence of imperialism. 
Who can doubt that when there are laws 
to be passed for the regulation of the 
Philippines the same greedy spirit will 
show itself, and extreme pressure will be 
brought to administer those islands in the 
interest of their owners rather than of 
their inhabitants. That is imperialism. 


May we trust the Major to stand up 
against it? Can we trust him to stand 


‘firmly against anything his party mana- 


gers determine to be expedient? That 
is what the Democratic speakers and 
editors will ask next fall—not whether 
Mr. McKinley’s intentions are virtuous, 
but whether they are stable. 





HE eloquent Colonel Jim Hoyt, of 
Cleveland, followed the President 
in discourse at the Ohio dinner, He isa 
fine speaker. He said we had had a 
triumvirate of great Americans, Washing- 
ton, Lincoln and Grant, Father, Savior 
and Defender of the Republic, and that 
we needed to square it out with Mc- 
Kinley, the Pathfinder. He gloried in 
the President’s imperishable language to 
Admiral Dewey: ‘‘ Admiral, there has 
been no flaw in your victory. There 
shall be no flaw in maintaining it.” It is 
pretty generally felt that there have 
been lamentable flaws in maintaining it, 
and untoward delays and sad expense, 
though there has been no doubt of an 
intention to hang on. But if, in spite of 
all minor discrepancies, Colonel Hoyt is 
right, and the President is to be the 
great American Pathfinder, let him, with 
solicitude and even with obstinacy, find 
his own path and stick to it, and decline 
to be seduced into convenient lanes and 
by-paths, opened for him by enthusiastic 
gentlemen from Ohio and elsewhere, and 
which may lead not at all where he 
aspires to go, but towards the very im- 
perialism which he denounces. 








HO looted the Third Avenue Rail- 
road? A number of hands have 

been in it, including those of Tammany 
heelers, contractors and bankers. We 
want to know the full particulars. Of 
value that wasn’t stolen but has disap- 
peared, part was imaginary, and the rest 
seems to have slipped through the fingers 
of the owners while they were transfer- 
ring it from one pocket to the other. 
The story is a tragedy of incompetence. 
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Small Vuice in the Rear: LOOK WERE, UNCLE, WE’VE GOT A WAR OF OUR OWN ! 


A Capitalist. 


ce O you see that 
dog ?” 

“Yes. But what is 
there so wonderful 
about him ?” 

‘“He’s worth 
fifty thousand dol- 
lars !!” 

“Good gracious! 
How did he save 
the money?” 












I‘ is very 
amusing 
to find on 
the cover of 
a contem- 
porary mag 
»azine devot- 
ed to Suc- 
cess a portrait of the affluent Mr, 
Clark, of Montana, whose efforts to buy 
aseat in the United States Senate have 
lately been under scrutiny. There isa 
class of current periodicals which seem 





to think that the sort of success which 
enables some very rich men to commit 
crimes and still keep out of prison is 
suited to the imitation of aspiring youth. 


March Seventeenth, 
HILE Saint Patrick, wid vigor 
amazin’, 
The sarpints from Erin was chasin’, 
Mother Eve from above 
Watched his labor o’ love, 
Wid attintion and wonder onceasin’, 


Through the hivinly orchards proceedin’, 
On the fruits iver ripe she was feedin’ ; 
But the apple’s swate juice 
Didn't taste like it used 
In the bountiful Garden of Eden. 


‘Och! Adam,” she cried, wid conviction ; 
**« What I’m tellin’ yez sure is no fiction. 
If that Saint had been nigh 
In the ages forbye 
We’d niver have had the eviction.” 
E. L. Patterson. 


A Giddy Young Thing. 
*¢C OME scientists say that the earth is 
J thirty million years old.” 
‘‘Then I suppose that Venus is one of 
the ballet girls of the solar system.” 


A Change of Base. 
**7T HAVE told that boy of mine time 
and again,” said Witherby, ‘‘ that 
if I caught him fighting I would punish 
him so that he would never forget it. 
Bobbie, come here.” 

Bobbie advanced slowly to the front. 

“You have,” said Witherby, ‘‘ an eye 
that is discolored enough and clothes 
that are torn enough to show what you 
have been doing. You know what to 
expect, sir. But first, tell me truth- 
fully how it happened.” 

“Tt was the Wilkins boy,” said 
Bobbie, half sobbing. ‘‘ He said his father 
was an anti-imperialist, whatever that is, 
and that you didn’t know what you were 
talking about, and [ licked him.” 

“Well,” said Witherby, grabbing the 
boy by the coat-collar and pushing him 
towards the door, ‘‘if, my son, you don’t 
think he is thoroughly well licked, run 
out and finish the job. Anyone who 
entertains the disgusting and treasonable 
views of that man Wilkins, and who 
dares to raise any children, deserves to 
have them licked half to death every 
morning and afternoon.” 









ad 
Two Kinds of English Novel. 


‘7 “HERE are four or five kinds of a story 

| in “The Light of Scarthey ” (Stokes), 
This author has shown 
abundantly in his previous books the pro- 
lifle faney which apparently makes itseif at 
home in any time or place or circumstance. 


by Egerton Castle, 


Sometimes he can make the reader also at 
home—and sometimes he leaves the reader 
out inthe cold. That is what happens in 
“The Light of Scarthey.” It is a very 
pretty and idealistic love story up to the 
twentieth chapter—though even in that 
part there are annoying digressions. But 
the love of Adrian and Molly dominates 
it, and the life of the quaint Laneastrian 
coast, early in the century, is made vivid 
enough for a stage setting. 

Moreover, the prologue, giving the epi- 
sode of Adrian’s first love in his youth for 
the mother of the real heroine—the brilliant 
Madame de Savenaye—is told with dash 
and fervor. Indeed, in many ways it is the 
best thing in the book, and Molly only car- 
ries the reader’s sympathy in the later 
chapters while she seems the reincarnation 
of the firstlove. Itisa daring plot, although 
not absolutely new, for Thackeray handled 
the reverse of it in “ Esmond.” 

* * * 


UT when Molly has married Adrian an 
if entirely new set of interests is evolved. 
It becomes a new kind of story—a howling 
melodrama, with murder, and smuggling, 
and elopements, and hangings, The reader 
might stand these incidents, for they are 
dramatically handled — but the charming 
Molly completely changes her character for 
no reason whatever, and makes love to her 
husband’s best friend! Molly’s twin sister 
also is transformed into a cold-blooded, 
selfish creature—and the book loses both 
of its heroines in a chapter. That is too 
much for the sympathetic reader; and the 
situation is not helped by the grewsome 
story of the hanging of the best man in the 
novel, the handsome Captain Jack. 
In a word, the first half of the book is 
excellent romance, and the second half is 
inferior dime novel. 


* * * 


Y way of contrast, Miss Edith Fow- 
B ler’s quiet English story of the present 
day, ‘“A Corner of the West” (Appleton), 
isrefreshing. Itis rathercver-loaded with 
sentiment, and occasionally it istoo solemn 
over trivial things. But the people have a 
Cranford - like reality, and the writing is 
pleasant and sometimes epigrammatic., The 
hero, Jim Cary, is big and middle-aged, and 
he bullies the gentle heroine in a truly 


‘Liar s* 


English fashion— which makes her love him 
all the more. He would not do in an 
American novel, where all the bullying is 
done by a wilful woman. 

The gentle Alison tries to make a record 
for impertinence by being rude to her 
grandmother—but she is really one of the 
good old sort of heroines, who are tremen- 
dously faithful to an ideal and “cling” to 
the right man. 

There are few of them left now, and they 
should be cultivated in fiction and in real 
life, Droch, 


New Publications. 
THE FORTUNE OF WAR. 
Henry Holt and Company. 


By E. N. Barrow. 


FOLLY CORNER. By Mrs. H. Dudeney. 
Henry Holt and Company. 


THE AMBASSADOR. By John Oliver Hobbs, 
New York: Frederick A. Stokes Com- 
pany. 

A play that aims at being both dramatic and 
epigrammatic, The drama isn’t strong and the 
epigrams are weak, 

THE LOVE OF PARSON LORD, and other 
stories. By Mary E. Wilkins. Harper and 
Brothers. 

THE FIRST 
his households, 


AMERICAN. His homes and 
by Leila Herbert. Harper 
and Brothers. 


While There Is Life, Etc. 

(oo CRONJE’S | surrender 
seems to have caused a universal 
spasm of regret. 

However, that war is not over yet. 
The iron heel of Great Britain is an 
awful thing when it settles on a helpless 
nation, but the Boers are not a helpless 
nation. Good Mrs. Britannia, in her 
congenial mission of crushing out the 
independence of smaller countries, still 
has work before her in South Africa. 

In the meantime, the sympathies of 
Christendom are distinctly with the little 
nation in its gallant fight for 
liberty. 

IRST FOREIGNER: To get 
in with the Americans, one 
has merely to join a church. 

SECOND ForEIGNER: Did you 
do that ? 

‘‘Did I? 


a dozen,” 


Why, I belonged to 


Bee MANAGER: Are you 
sure there is no plot to 
your play? 
PLAYWRIGHT ; 
The indecency is all in the con- 
versation of the actors, 


Absolutely ! 


A Refutation. 


F love’s what makes 
I round, 

The stronger then this force, 
The faster, if my logie’s sound, 

The world would turn, of course. 


the world go 


Thus would my love for Mirabel 
Throw all the human race, 
3y increased force centrifugal, 

Out headlong into space. A. W. Bell. 


A Snow Tragedy. 
ee H UM,” soliloquized Mr. Moren- 
stout, thoughtfully, as he gazed 
out of the window upon the snow which 
covered the pavement in front of the 
house, after turning away the seventh 
applicant who had wanted to clean it 
off, ‘‘that wasn’t a bad idea of the 
doctor’s. I do need exercise, and, besides, 
I'll save a good many quarters during the 
winter. Yes, by gracious! I will clean 
the sidewalk myself this winter. 
‘* Now, let me see,” he continued. 
‘* [ll need a sweater because an overcoat 
would be in the way, and a pair of 
rubber boots, and a pair of thick woolen 
gloves, and a cap instead of a hat, anda 
snow shovel, and—and I guess that’s all. 
I'll go buy them at once.” 
By the time Mr. Morenstout returned 
from his shopping and donned his 


equipment, the sun had sufficiently 


melted the snow to make it heavy and 
wet and sticky. Consequently, when he 
tried, with all the vigor of a beginner, 
to throw the first shovelful into the road, 
it stuck to the shovel, and its weight 
nearly wrenched his arms from their 
sockets. He tried it again, and again, 
and again, diminuendo. Then he said 
something to himself, the less said about 
this the better, and, walking over to the 





Juy- 


“A HORRID GRIND.” 
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, was it until early the next morning that 
he woke his wife up to tell her: 
‘‘Remember this, Sally; the next time 
it begins to snow I want you to lock me 
up in the garret, or chain me in the cellar, 
or shut me up in a lunatic asylum, and 
give the very first man who comes 
along a dollar, or a hundred dollars, 
or anything he wants for it, to 
clean that pavement off before you 
let me out. Are you sure you'll 
remember now?” 
Alex. Ricketts. 


W Ostrienss 
Sizep |. 


The Saint and The Tailor 
Z Maid. 
(A LENTEN LYRIC ) 


E was carved in stone, and 
H he stood alone 
High up in the altar wall, 
With a Parian frown, looking 
coldly down 
At the sinners, great and small. 
He was grand and great; but morn 
and late 
He searched o’er each human face, , 
For he sought a soul, that his own 
might dole 


A portion of its grace. 
‘ 


In a stained-glass ray, he saw one day 
A girl’s face glorified 
As she knolt in prayer, at the chancel 
there, 
And his halo he tipped and sighed. 
y Then low he spoke through the per- 
fumed smoke 
As tenderly he looked down, 
And toned his love, from the niche 
above, 
To the girl in the tailor gown. 


THE HADLEY THEORY With a dainty ear, she bent to hear 
Through the organ’s throbbing dim, 
And a wild rose blush made her sweet 





(Social Ostracism for Trust Presidents.) 
“SAY, CHIMMIE, DON’T YER BLACK HIS BOOTS, HE’S OSTRICH-SIZED.”’ 


Wy 
re 
i¢ 


face flush 
} Sa . , 5 As she gave one glance at him. 
' gutter, scraped the shovelful out of the shovel, enjoying the  self-satisfaction “Oh, Saint,” she said, as she bowed her 
shovel with the side of his foot. which a well-won victory yields, and head, 
S As this first shovelful was only a _ gloating and exulting over having finished “Tam only a foolish maid, 
1 | sample ot all the succeeding shovelfuls, the job without collapsing, when a ‘“‘And I hardly dare even look up there, 
it wasn’t very long before Mr. Moren- policeman sauntered up. “ For of Saints I am afraid!” 
| stout was wringing wet with perspiration, ‘* Here, you,” said the officer, severely, Sadek tee Mi ee: “a Sa 
i panting like an overloaded locomotive, ‘‘ whatcher mean by throwin’ that snow Gist—tesh, tech? 
| and had such a pain in his back that it in the gutter? D’yer wanter back the “A secret I have to tell; 
was simple agony to straighten up to water up an’ flood the whole street? “It is but a chance that I do not dance 
wipe the sweat out of his eyes. Buthis Get ter work now an’ clean that gutter “ With the rest of the boys in—well— 
blood was up, and he would have died out, an’ be quick about it.” ‘‘ Where the red-hot stones grill ap the 
rather than own himsclf defeated. So I do not know how much it takes to bones 
shovelful after shovelful was painfully salve the wounded dignity of a police ‘And sauter the soul about. 
and laboriously deposited in the gutter officer who has been knocked down with “Through my life’s short span, I was 
until the heart-breaking task was com- ashovel. I do know, however, that all m only @ man, ? 
pleted. the rest of the day Mr. Morenstout re- But they never found me out! 





Mr. Morenstout stood leaning on his mained buriedin profound thought. Nor Kate Masterson. 
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Talks With Fictitious Personages. 


WITH CONGRESSMAN GANDER. 





T would not be 

correct for me to 
assert that Congress- 
man Gander is a friend 
of mine, because 
friendship implies a 
certain amount of re- 
spect, something en- 
tirely foreign to the 
feeling which I entertain toward that interesting individual. 
As a fictitious person, however, he is entitled to some con- 
sideration, and this Iam always willing to accord him when, 
upon his visits home from Washington, we meet and discuss 
certain affairs of state. 

I have just stated that respect is foreign to my feeling 
toward Congressman Gander, yet this may convey a false 
impression unless it is qualified by some necessary explanation. 
The fact is, I have no respect for those qualifications, which, 
I am ready to admit, however, have placed him in his present 
position. As atype, these qualifications are commonplace and 
sufficiently devoid of excitement. Asa type, I must say that 
he is not a high one, But, as an individual, I concede that he 
has a certain ability, which it would be ungencrous of. me not 
to recognize. He might have been a prize fighter, a theatrical 
manager, a revivalist or a boss contractor—instead, he chose 
to be a Congressman. As such, I take off my hat to him when 
I consider that his choice of vocation has pretmpted so many 
other occupations, He might have been anything else but a 
Congressman and achieved a more uncertain measure of harm, 
but here, at least, his mediocrity is displayed in regular form, 
countenanced by the Government, backed by Wall Street, and 
moulded by public opinion. 

‘“ What I principally object to about you,” I said upon a 
recent occasion, ‘‘is the word honorable attached to your 
name,” 

‘*But you wouldn’t call me dishonorable, would you?” 
asked Gander, as he poised a stein of my favorite beer in his 
right han’. 

‘* Not at all,” Iexpostulated. ‘‘ Nothing, strictly speaking, 
is dishonorable in American politics. I should rather say 
that—to use a theatrical term—you belong to the ‘legitimate.’ ” 

‘** You mean by legitimate,” said Gander, ‘’ that I am work- 
ing, according to accepted political traditions, towards certain 
selfish ends, regardless of others, and from your standpoint 
this is not honorable.” 

‘‘T am merely raising an objection,” I replied, ‘‘ to what, to 
me, is the use of an unnecessary term. There is a saying that 
no man is greater than the soil he is raised on, and, politically 
speaking, the soil you have been raised on is peopled by ward 
heelers, saloonkeepers and newly-naturalized ‘constituents.’ 
To carry out their wishes, you must do the ‘legitimate,’ but 
not necessarily the honorable act.” 

My companion sneered slightly. 





“You should enter politics,” he said, ‘‘and raise the tone.” 

‘“‘T don’t have to,” I replied, gently. ‘‘I am not a Presby- 
terian minister, a Philippine hero or a broken-down millionaire. 
Now, my dear sir, don’t forget that you yourself are not a 
real person. You must have overlooked this, because, as soon 
as I began to criticise you, you got angry.” 

‘*T admit,” said Congressman Gander, ‘‘ that the fact slipped 
my mind completely.” 

“Then,” said I, ‘‘ bearing in mind that you are not real and 
thus are entirely free from the necessity of keeping your mouth 
shut, tell me what you think of yourself.” 

My companion’s face brightened up wonderfully. ‘‘Of 
course,” he said, ‘‘I see the point you make at once. Not 
being a real person, I may say anything I please, and it will be 
all right. Funny I never thought of that before. Well, to 
begin with, I know that I am more or less of an incubus on 
the nation at large. Of course, I’m only one of many, but I 
guess we're all pretty much alike. If an able man gets among 
us by chance, he’s very apt toretire as soon ashe can. The 
fact is, I might have known a good deal more than I do about 
conducting the affairs of a nation, but somehow this didn’t 
seem to be necessary. 1 never opened a book on finance in my 
life, and certainly all I know about government I picked up in 
local politics and the corner saloon, If I had known much 
more, if I had, for instance, succeeded as a lawyer, or displayed 
marked ability in any other direction, I wouldn’t have been a 
Congressman. There wouldn't have becn money enough in it 
for me, and, of course, I know now how the really best people 
look upon me. Why, the reporters in the press gallery at 
Washington are a good deal more intelligent than the repre- 
sentatives of the nation. Why shouldn’t they be? The ability 
I have consists in being popular with the boys and keeping in 
line with the district leaders. It’s amusing, ain’tit? And it 
makes me laugh when some one tells me I am the choice of the 
people. I was put up on one side, and the other fellow was 
put up on the other side, and for one day out of two years the 
people had to choose between us, The best of them didn’t 
want cither of us, but I guess they didn’t have much to say 
about it. It’s just about the same as voting for President. The 
combination of party interests puts up the most reliable man 
for its purpose, and when the people elect him they think 
they’ve got the one of their choice. At the end of four years, 
when they thoroughly realize their mistake, they vote for 
another pliable man, put up in the interest of an opposite party 
combination, and they are no better off than they were before. 
Why, the very system that elects me operates in such a way as 
to prevent any able man from getting the place.” 

‘*You admit, then,” I ventured, ‘‘ that from a disinterested 
standpoint you are not much account, and yet you are put over 
us as one of the factors that may plunge us at any time into an 

unnecessary war, or commit any piece 
of idiocy that the policy of your ‘con- 
stituents’ may seem to dictate?” 

‘‘T guess you’ve hit it,” said Gan- 
der. ‘‘Of course, you: understand 
that I am speaking entirely as a 

fictitious personage.” 

‘From what you told me,” I re- 
plied, thoughtfully, ‘‘ I am inclined 
to believe that you are not so ficti- 
tious as you scem to be.” 
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Good Bye, My Heart! 


OOD BYE, my heart! Speed thou 
without regret 
Unto a doubtful fate. It must 
be so! 
She has not even asked for thee, 
and yet 
It is my lover’s fate that thou shouldst go. 





Good bye, my heart! I toss thee inher lap! 
Go, try thy luck ; no string is tied to thee, 

If there thou jostle other hearts, mayhap 
A favorite of hers thou’lt prove to be. 














ATTN 
Ws, Sh il I\\ 
\ ace 


HISTORICAL BITS. 
XIV. 
GENERAL GAGE AND THE BOSTON BOYS. 





Good bye, my heart! No matter what 


betides 
Of unrequited love—go thou without 
demur, 
With stains and dents on thine embattled 
sides, 


Just as thou art, I’d have thee fly to her. 


Yet, if thou comest back to me once more 
Shamefacedly, like one who, all in vain, 
Has sought with straining sail some fleet- 
ing shore— 
Some all unconquered, beauty - tinged’ 
main, 


oy 


\\ 





Thou thing of woe,I shall not say thee nay, 
But, with stout courage, I’ll bid thee 
unfurl 
A canvas of new hope; I'll simply say: 
“Good bye, my heart! Go, seek some 
other girl!” Tom Masson. 
¢¢7T is charged that Senator Check- 
book paid too much for his seat,” said 
Senator Plumtree to Senator Peachtree. 
‘Yes, he might as well have bought a 
seat in the New York Stock Exchange 
while he was about it.” 
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A Japanese Play. And Morals. 
R. DAVID BELASCO, as dramatist, and 
Miss Blanche Bates, as actress, make 
some amends for the vulgarity and 
worthlessness of ‘“ Naughty Anthony ” 
in the stage version of Mr. John Luther 
Long’s “ Madame Butterfly,” at the Herald 
Square. The story first appeared in the 
Century Magazine, and shows the reverse of 
the picture of Japanese life given by Pierre 
Loti in “Madame Chrysanthéme.” Loti, 
it will be remembered, pictured the Japa- 
nese woman as a charming but soulless 
little creature, whose affection was on the 
surface, and whose real interest in her 
temporary marriage with the French officer 
was in the money and presents she gained 
from him for herself and the members of 
her family. 

Mr. Long’s story is evidently meant to be 
a refutation of the Loti theory concerning 
the character of Japanese women. In this 
ease the American officer who does the 
temporary marrying is less sentimental 
but no more in earnest than the French one 
depicted by Loti. The Japanese bride, 
however, is non-mercenary, very much in 
love, and constant to the highest degree. 
When she finds her American husband has 
married a permanent, American wife, she 
not only refuses to take his proffered 
money but in her despair at his fickleness 
finally commits suicide. The Japanese are 
a sentimental race and love-suicides are of 
common occurrence but not among the class 
of Japanese women with whom foreigners 
are most likely to come in contact, so Loti’s 
picture may be taken to be the more truth- 
fulone. Mr. Long’s is better adapted for 
stage uses, 

Mr. Belasco has followed his text closely 
and through his genius for stage arrange- 
ment has made a most moving little play of 
“Madame Butterfly.’ It recalls only 
slightly its pretentious predecessor in this 
line—‘“ Heart of Ruby’ at Daly’s—because 
that piece aimed at being entirely and 
faithfully Japanese, whereas here the 
foreign element is brought in even to the 
extent of modifying the atmosphere of the 
Japanese household. Mr. Belasco’s talent 
shows in the stage-setting, the exquisite 
lighting and the stage management. 

The stature of American women is against 
the perfect. realization of Japanese ideals, 
and Miss Bates suffers from this fact, 
although the unwieldy figure of Mary 
Burker is utilized to make her appear 
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small by contrast. Anything less Japanese 
than Mary Barker as Suzuki, the “little 
maid” of Cho Cho San, it would be difficult 
to imagine, and her presence in the cast is 
not allowable even to help out Miss Bates’s 
attempted illusion. The latter gives in 
many ways a charming and absorbing por- 
trayal, but itis not of a Japanese girl. Her 
dialect savors somewhat of the negro—of 
which the Japanese woman never reminds 
one—and her size, as remarked before, 
makes impossible the realization of the 
dainty, childish charm of the Japanese girl 
who attracts the foreigner. She has too 
much force and too little grace for the 
character. The former she uses to good 
effect in the serious scenes, and, consider- 
ing the disadvantages under which she 
labors, she does far better than might have 
been expected. The other parts are minor 
ones and are fairly well done, 

“Madame Butterfly” is not all tragedy, 
and is highly amusing in its lighter parts. 
It is an interesting play irrespective of its 
faithfulness to Japanese models, It seems 
strange, though, that it should be in the 
same bill with ‘ Naughty Anthony.” 


x x * 


8 LIFE goes to press, the theatre where 
A “Supho’ has been presented is 
closed as the result of the warfare waged 
on the play by one of the yellow news- 
papers, Weare not and have not been in 
sympathy with the motive which governed 
the production of this piece, but in view of 
the continued performance of other plays 
worse from the moral point of view, the 
whole thing looks like persecution. It 
seems strange that not only the yellow 
newspapers, but District-Attorney Asa Bird 
Gardiner and his staff of able assistants 
could find in New York only this one 
immoral exhibition. What hypocrisy! 


* x * 


N Lire's list distinguishing the 

current plays that are clean from 

those that are not, “‘When We 

Were Twenty-one ” should, per- 

haps, have been placed in a class 

by itself. Had this been done it 
would not have been because there had 
beena change of opinion on the part of 
the present writer— voicing as well the 
opinion of Lrrzg—but out of deference to 
the opinions of a number of Lirer’s dis- 
cerning and undoubtedly sincere readers, 
who had written questioning the right of 
Mr. Esmond’s play to be considered abso- 
lutely clean. 

Lire, recognizing thoroughly the truth 
of de gustibus non est disputandum, admits 
that in certain minds — minds neither 
hypocritical nor over-sensitive — there 


might easily arise a question concerning 
the advisability of showing the scene rep- 
resented in the third act of this otherwise 
thoroughly clean and refreshing play and 
of introducing some characters therein 
portrayed. 

We do not hold with the stage people 
who claim that the teaching of a moral 
justifies the introduction of salacious 
material to an unlimited extent. In the 
present instance, however, the offence was 
so slight compared with so many things 
that we have grown hardened to witness- 
ing, and the moral was so obvious and 
so strongly drawn that the offence seemed 
almost excusable and the blemish so 
small that we were justified in class- 
ing ‘*‘ When We Were Twenty-one” among 
the clean plays. We have not changed 
our opinion, but as the list is printed 
for the benefit of our readers we would 
willingly have put the play in a class by 
itself so that no reader of Lire could 
feel that he or she had been in the slightest 
degree misled by anything in its columns, 


Metcalfe. 


7” principal plays now on the stage in 

New York may be roughly divided into 
two classes—those that are clean, and those 
at which no self-respecting woman should be 
seen. To save our readers mortification and 
expense, we append a properly classified list: 


CLEAN. 
“Brother Officers.” 
Jennico.” “Sherlock Holmes.” ‘‘ Way 
Down East.” “The Ambassador.” ‘ Ben 
Hur.” “My Daughter-in-Law.” ‘“ Robes- 

pierre.” 


“The Pride of 


? 
‘‘Hearts Are Trumps.” 
NOT. 


«« The Second Mrs. Tanqueray.” “‘ Naughty 
Anthony.” ‘Coralie & Co., Dressmakers.” 
*“Papa’s Wife.” 


¢¢ TOHNNIE, how would you divide 
J thirteen apples equally among 
fourteen boys?” 
‘* Make ’em into apple sauce, sir!” 
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THE THEATRICAL TRUST AS AN EDUCATOR. 








Success. 
HAT is success ? 
Reward of toil; sweet recompense 
for stress— 
Compelling homage for a Titan soul ?— 
Enlivening mirage as you gasping press 
On to the promise of a phantom goal ? 


I will confess— 
So I believed—through reading it was so 
In my school reader vanished years ago ;— 

But, having tried it—getting nothingness— 

I guess— 
Success is nothing more 


just—success | Olin L. Lyman, 


Our Little War. 

Bye E information 
from the Philip- 
pines leads us to 
suppose that the 
wings of glory are 
still unfurled. That 

is, the war isstill on. 

A certain number 

of the, natives are 
being despatched 


every day, and the 
scrcam of the American 
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The Fly to His Best Girl; TAKE YOUR HEAD OFF MY SHOULDER, DEAR—IERE 





COMES ONE 


OF THOSE CAMERA FIENDS. 


. 


Eagle, while hollow, is, nevertheless, 
distinctly audible. 
Uncle Sam is appearing to the best ad- 


By Joaquin Miller, 


‘? ee of Choate reminds me of 
a dinner we had here in New York 
about twenty-five years ago, when he 
told the best story I ever listened to. 
I’ve forgotten it, but it was admirable. 
The occasion was the great fish dinner 
of the year, but I don’t like fish. I prefer 
bear meat and moose. 

There were about three hundred guests, 
including R. B. Roosevelt, and Choate 
and Depew, and when those men got up 
to talk, the fish had longer tails than I’d 
ever dreamed of. I saw that I should 
have to give them the hard frozen truth, 
and I did—only they wouldn’t believe it. 
I distinctly remember that the more seri- 
ous I was, the harder Choate laughed. 

On my. father’s farm in Oregon, the 
fish were so troublesome that my father 
was obliged to build a fence fifteen feet 
high, to keep them out of the pasture, 
where they were destroying the grass. 


That is the cold frozen truth. The fish 
would come up the river in great quan- 
tities, so that horses were afraid to wade 
through the crossings for fear of slipping 
onthemand falling. Butit was when they 
would leave the river and try to force their 
way up the small brooks that they 
trampled down the grass. A big old 
salmon would hook his nose over the root 
of a tree and work his way up the brook 
and the others would follow him. The 
female would lay her eggs up there, and 
the fish would flop into the pasture, flop- 
ping farther and farther in their efforts 
to get back to the water. They would 
flop as much as fifty feet into the pasture, 
and die on the grass; then the cattle 
wouldn’t eat the grass, Well, you know 
the men at that dinner said that that was 
the fishiest fish story they’d ever heard, 
and all the time it was the hard frozen 
truth. 


vantage. As a benevolent gentleman, of 
pacific and civilizing proclivities, he has 
never been so luminous. 


An Important Question ! 


HICH is the meanest city in the 
United States ? 

This is an important question, and 
one that Lire would. like to have defi- 
nitely settled. With that object in view, 
we offer 


A Prize of Fifty Dollars in Gold 


for the best statement of facts which 
prove that any particular city is the 
meanest one in this country. 


Conditions. 


Competitors must limit their arguments to 
three hundred words each. 

Write on one side of the paper only. 

The contest will close May 1st, 1900, and the 
award will be made as soon thereafter as the 
respective merits of the arguments can be 
determined. 

The winning argument will be printed, together 
with such others as may seem to LIFE worthy of 
that distinguished honor. 

Names and addresses of the writers should 
accompany all manuscripts. In no case will 
these he printed without the permission of the 
sender. Those who desire their manuscripts 
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returned should enclose a stamped and addressed 
return envelope. 

Each manuscript may bear a pseudonym, 
which will be printed with the argument. 

The Editors of LIFE are to be the sole judges of 
the merits of the argument. 


Duluth. 

HE meanest city in the United States? 
That’s easy, for there is but one city 

in this country, or on this globe for that 
matter, where the people are as learned, 
honest, courteous and well-to-do, as in 
the city of Duluth, while the city itself 
is meanness par excellence, the Honorable 
Proctor Knott concurring. The location 
and climate are the essentials, we are 
told by the ‘‘boomers.” In the first 
place, there’s the climate: Nine months 
winter and three months late in the fall— 
covers that. And such winters—rain 
and slush this week, and forty below 
next. And such falls—a lawn dress 
with a sealskin coat accompaniment in 
the morning, a straw hat and a pair of 
white ducks for the afternoon, and a 
coal fire, with hot toddy on the side, in 
the evening. And the location—built on 
a side hill so steep that the property 
owners are compelled to build retaining 
walls on the lower side of their lawns, 
or be prepared to defend a suit for dam- 
ages on account of their lawn sliding 
down into the next lot and ruining their 
neighbor’s mountain pine shrubbery. 
And the zephyrs which rub themselves 
into your marrow, the gentle zephyrs at 
about sixty miles per, sometimes with 
and sometimes without snow or rain, or 





A SPIRIT MEDIUM. 








‘POOR, DEAR JACK, I HAD TO REFUSE HIM.” 
“WHY SO MUCH SYMPATHY?” 
“T know HE WILL MARRY THAT JEDKINS GIRL !”” 


both. Talk about mean cities, why a 
man of Swedish extraction, who had 
lived in Chicago and thought he knew 
more about the Inferno than Dante, or 
of the North Pole than Perry, went to 
Duluth recently and stayed a few months, 
but simply because he was without funds 
and it was too far to walk to the next 
town, has struck it about right. After 
returning to Chicago, he was asked about 
the winters up north, and replied thusly: 
‘* De vorst vinter a effe spen en may life 
bean von sommor vat a leve en Dulute, 
Manasouta,” and he was right at that. 
If more arguments as to its being the 
very meanest city on earth are wanted, 


apply to any one of the Weather Bureau 
men who were formerly stationed at 


Duluth, but now sojourning at Minne- 


sota’s home for “ daffy ” weather guessers. 
Frozen-Face 1 ke. 


Overdoing It. 


NE dispiriting result of the South African war 


is our Waning faith in British truth. The size 
and the persistence of their falsehoods concerning 
the Boers brings sadness to every American home. 
They are still accusing the Boers of firing on 
hospitals and on flags of truce; of doing every- 
thing, in short, that decent people abhor. And 
they do it in a small, persistent, plausible way. 
Does this go to explain the universal sympathy 
with the silent Boer ? 





















































CHATTER. 

Speech is silvern, we are told by a thinking man of old, 
But astlence he assures the world is golden, 

And a maxim never bore more emphatic truth in store 
Than this phrase that comes to us from ages olden, 

Such a truth should surely find to the chambers of the mind 
In its missionary flight an open lattice 

In this modern age when men, nearly one in every ten, 
Freely overwork their talking apparatus. 

When a too athletic tongue in its music box is hung 
As it were by balanced pivot in the middle, 

And in propagating sound is forever dancing ‘round 
Like a drop of water on a heated griddle, 

‘Tis annoying to the ear and elicits but a sneer 
When the fusilade it shoots is leveled at us, 

And we fain would place a ban on the freedom of & man 
When he overworks his talking apparatus, 

Too much liberty of speech is quite apt to overreach 
The desired result for which itis intended. 

And the cup of our desire by a too great vocal fire 
Oft we crack too seriously to be mended, 

Friends are never in excess, and with those we now possess 
We are liable to lose our friendly status. 

And they're apt to pass us by with a glacial sort of eye 
If we overwork our talking apparatus. 

‘Tis the men who have control of their tongues who reach 

the goal 

Of ambition in this life’s unceasing battle ; 

Not the men who think they take half the pie and all the cake 
With their vo}uble and often senseless prattle. 

Men whose chinning is arrayed as their only stock in trade 
Should be taken by a posse comitatus, 

And in silent cells immured until permanently cured 
Of imposing on their talking apparatus. — Denver Post. 


For sale by all Newsdealers in Great Pritain. 


London, KE. C., England, AGENTS. 
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That’s Ali! 


THE WILSON DISTILLING CO., 


Baltimore, Md. 


NOW READY! 


The Inter- 
national News Company, Bream’s Building, Chancery Lane, 


TuIs is Moulton’s story—Moulton, of Standish. Moulton 
isa Democrat. Being a Democrat, he allows that the other 
side will swallow anything that the party leaders mix up for 
them. That is always a favorite allegation of the other side— 
on both sides, 

Moulton says there was once an old minister of his ac- 
quaintance who believed every word there was in the Bible 
and everything that appeared in print with the sanction of 
the church. Especially did he tie to “‘ Gospel Songs, Selected, 
No. 2.” The choir would have liked to get something a bit 
more up to date, but the aged minister wouldn't have it. He 
said that those songs had been good enough for the brothers 
and the sisters of the church before that day, and he guessed 
they were good enough for the present generation. 

So he continued to sing ‘Gospel Songs, No. 2." 

One day some young scapegrace in the church pasted 
into that copy of the hymns devoted to the pulpit desk a 
printed slip of a very secular song. But so deftly was the 
pasting done that it would have taken a keener eye than the 
dim vision of the old parson to have detected the fraud. 

On Sunday he opened the singing book to read the first 
hymn. He always opened by chance, and took the first one 
that came to hand. He opened to the pageof deceit. He set 
his specs on his nose, and commenced to read in a sonorous 
voice: 

“I'ma double-jointed huckleberry aching for a fight.” 

The aged parson read the first line through. So sure 
was he of *‘ Gospel Songs, No, 2,"" that he had never stopped 
to think that there could be anything wrong. 

But there was snickering from the back pews—and he 
stopped! He looked at the line more closely. He shut the 
book on his finger and scrutinized the cover. 

‘Twas all right. The cover bore the words, “Gospel 
Songs, No. 2.’’ It was surely his book, There were the marks 


of his usage. He opened again, and, setting his glasses np, 
firmly, read the second line : 
“T can eata pound of liver raw or fried.” 


The old parson stopped again. Judging by the laughy 
muffled, but none the less distinct, there was somethiy 
wrong with the hymn. 

He looked at the line again. 

“Brethren,” said he, in a puzzled way, “that doey 
read just right for the sacred songs of a holy day. | dy 
seem ever to have seen thathymn in this book before, thoy 
I thought I knew every word of it. It is strange—jw 
strange. But’’—and here his voice grew firmer and his ta 
louder—‘‘ there is no doubt about this being ‘ Gospel Soygi 
No, 2’—this book that I hold in my hand, This book) 
been tried and tested in the church. I will therefore 
the other two lines of this first stanza: 

“*T can lick a brace of catamounts and eat ’em why 
I’m tight. 

I'm a ripper-snorter-tearer, blast my hide !° 

“Now, brethren and sisters, all sing. Hymn num) 
thirty-five, page twenty-three.’’— Lewiston (Me.) Journal. 


FELLAIRE turned the mouldy pilgrim around and to 
good look at him. \y 

“What would you do, you lazy scoundrel,” he ask# 
“if somebody should give you a whole dollar?” : 

“T reckon I’d go an’ mighty near drink myself to death’ a 
answered Tuffold Knut. ; 

“Well, here’s two whole dollars. Go and see if jw 
can't make a complete job of it."— Chicago Tribune. 


SMALL Boy: Pa, what is an optimist? 

OLD GENT: An optimist, my lad, is a man who belle 
that the Republican party is opposed to Trusts. ‘ 
— The Verdict 








EUROPEAN AGENTS—Messrs. Brentano, 
37 Avenue de }’Upera, Paris. 
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FSTERBROOKS 


150 Varieties. 
For Sale by all Stationers. 


THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO, 26 Jonn st, tow tet) 





STEEL PENS 


The Most Durable Steel Pens 
Made Anywhere, 















HOLD YOUR SCARF 


Mythology for Moderns. 





with the Improved Washburne 
Patent Scarf Fastener. Use- 
ful alo for fastening papers or 
other articles. 10 cents each by 
mail. Hose Supporters that do 
not bind the leg nor injure the 
fabric. By mail, 20 cents the pair. 
Ijlutrated catalogue of these and 
other novelties free. 


American Ring Co., 
Box 58. Waterbury, Conn, 


NOW READY ! 





An Up-to# 


Coontown’s 400, 


Thirty humorous plates by E. W. Kemble, America’s best 
delineator of darky life. Buff linen binding, with special cover 
design in black and red. Price $2.00, of all booksellers and 


newsdealers, or post-free, on receipt of price, by 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 
19 West Thirty-first Street, 


New York City. 


Text-book ff 
Up-o# 


By James S. METCALFE. Su 


Illustrations by C. D. Gibson, F. G. Atwood, Oliver Herford, A. Bre 
nan, ‘‘ Chips” and Charles Howard Johnson. d 

The principal tales of Mythology re-told with modern applications. 

Bound in Pompeiian red and yellow, with cover designs by F. G. Atwo 

Price $1.00, of all booksellers and newsdealers, or post-free on receif! 
price, by 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 
New York City 





19 West Thirty-first Street, 
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THE LAST WORD 


in moder ap on - building finds expre ~~ in 
the new ‘Maso n & Hamlin piano 
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Musson. Hamlin Co, 


3and 5 W. 18th St., N.Y. 146 Boylston St., Bostor 
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.. Florida West Coast Hotels | 


PLANT SYSTEM. 
TAMPA BAY HOTEL Kia. 


Fine Golf Links. 
Hotel Belleview, Bellea 


Seminole Hotel, Winter Park, Fla. 
O. L. Frisbee », Man 
Ocala House, Ocala, Fla. 
P. F. Brown, Man 
Hotel Kissimmee, Kissimmee, Fla 
‘TL. Diefenbach, Le ee 
Dudley 8. Phinny, Asst. Man heuer 
The Ina, Port Tampa, Fla. 
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‘Charming Contented Comfort” 


Nestor Cigarettes 
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J. H. Murdick, Manager. | 




















nickerbocker 
Special ana 
South-Western Limited, 


the Famous Trains between 


‘Boston, Cincinnati, 

New York, Chicago, 

Washington, St. Louis, 
vi 


Bi g 4 Route 


and 
New York Central, 
‘Boston & Albany, 
Chesapeake & Obio. 


All the luxuries of cafe and library 
48 well as din ning an aud deeping care 


W. J. LYNCH, Geu'l Pass, & Tkt. Agt. W. P. DEPPE, Asst. G. P.& 7.A, 
Cincinnati. 














THE GREAT 


Rampier Factories 


nt ome all begin 

ning, the increase we — ~~ keepi ng 
~ easi confi 

abee aye s ha ad i n the 


BICYCLES 


Price $40 


“*For the best Rambler ever built.’” 


We ask you to call at any Rambler 
agency, examine the latest Ramblers, 
and notice t he extra reinforced frames. 
There is b bicycle built. 
INTERESTING INFORMATION 
wi ; DIN EW 
J ¥ AG EE. 


American Bicycle Co. 


HICAGO 









































NOW READY. 


trations, 





red and gold, or full black. 


Price, $4.00. 


hws bound volume of LIFE is an 


ornament to any library. 


| 





If you ha 
we will exchange them for the bound 
volume for 


$2.00. 





Vive hundred and sixty pages of text and illus- 
Ilandzomely bound in green and gold, 


ve the numbers comprising this volume, 


Life Publishing Company, 19 West dist Street,, N.Y, 
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THE clergyman’s little boy was spending the afternoon 
with the bishop's children. 

‘** At the rectory,” he said, ‘‘ we’ve got a hen that lays an 
egg every day.” 

“Pooh |” said Master Bishop, “ my father lays a founda- 
tion stone once a week.”— London Globe, 


OSCAR'S SAUCE 


TRAVELERS on the luxurious trains of the Pennsylvania 
and New York Central systems will find Oscar's Sauce (as 
served at the Waldorf-Astoria) an added consideration for 
enjoyment of the dining-car service. Visiturs to the 
Waldorf-Astoria can take or send home to family or friends 
no greater a delicacy than a jar of Oscar's Sauce, prepared 
by Oscar of the Waldorf-Astoria. 


Hewi't: I have been threatened with appendicitis. 
JEwetr: Who threatened you—the doctor ?— Lazar. 


HAVE IT IN YOUR HOUSE 


With telephone service you can reach everyone you want 
in a few seconds. It puts the whole organization of a great 
city at your fingers’ ends day and night. It may be had in 
Manhattan for $60 a year. New York Telephone Company, 
115 West 38th St., 15 Dey St. 


Tommy : Pop, what is vulgar ostentation ? 

ToMMY'S FATHER: Vulgar ostentation, my son, is the 
display made by people who have more money to do it with 
than we have ourselves.— P/iladelphia Record. 


THE SMART SET. 


It is probably only a coincidence that the first number of 
‘he new magazine, ‘“ The Smart Set,” contaiys contributions 
from a number of writers who happen to belong to the smart | 
set of modish life. The prize story, a social satire, is the 
work of Messrs. H. C. Chatficld-Taylor and Reginald de 
Koven. Mrs. Van Rensellaer Cruger (Julien Gordon) is rep- 
resented by an exquisite comedietta. Eliot Gregory, Edgar 
Saltus, Mrs. Burton Harrison, Miss “Sallie”? Hewitt and 
Oliver Herford have obviously put into their contributions to 
the critical issue of this “ magazine of cleverness,’ much of 
the brilliant wit that has made them famous in Je monde ou 
lou amuse as Weil as in the world of letters. Doubtless it 
is pure chance that has included so many social stars in this 
literary galaxy, but the result of their collaboration in one 
number of a new magazine will surely be studied with 
interest. 














‘*My dear,”’ began the minister's wife, ‘‘ there’s a bonnet 
down at the millin——” | 

“There you go again,” he interrupted ; “ always thinking 
of worldly things,”’ 

‘But, my dear, you wrong me,” she said. ‘‘ This bonnet | 
is perfectly heavenly.”— Philadelphia Press. 


THE PLANT SYSTEM. 


The hotels of the Florida West Coast, comprising the 
Plant System, will remain open until the end of March. 

MARK TWAIN related in a recent address that he once set 
out to ride from Hartford to Boston on a bicycle, got tired of 
it after five miles and took an express train. 

“What time did you leave Hartford?” asked a friend in 
Boston. 

** About seven.”’ 

“What! And you don't mean you've ridden all the way 
on your bicycle.” 

** Enough of it,” said Twain, ‘‘ to prove it could be done,” 

‘ — Exchange. 
AN ENORMOUS INDUSTRY. 

Our enormous facilities, tremendous output, rapid move- 
ment of goods always fresh in the hands of consumers, insures 
the Gail Borden Eagle Brand Condensed Milk the first place in 
American homes. 


St. JOE notes with “ghoulish glee’ that “Andy” 
Carnegie is having all kinds of trouble since he neglected a 
good opportunity to present that city a public library building. 

— Kansas City Journal. 


HOTEL VENDOME, BOSTON. 
The ideal hotel of America for permanent or transient 
guests. 


First LITTLE MONTANA Boy: Huh! my papa is a bigger 
man n yours is! 
SECOND LITTLE MONTANA Boy: Huh! my pa got five 
thousand dollars more fer his vote ‘n yours did, anyway. 
— Baltimore American. 


AMERICA makes the finest brand of champagne, 
Cook's Imperial Extra Dry. It is delicious, fruity and 





pure. 





* teaches by mail with perfect success 
Alois p Swoboda his original and scientific method of 
s Physiological Exercise without any 
apparatus whatever and requiring but a few minutes time in your own room 
just before retiring. By this condensed system more exercise can be obtained 
in ten minutes than by any other in two hours and it is the only one whic) 
does not overtax the heart. 
It is the only natural, easy and speedy method for obtaining perfect 
health, physical development and elasticity of mind and body. 


ABSOLUTELY CURES CONSTIPATION, 
INDIGESTION, SLEEPLESSNESS, 
NERVOUS EXHAUSTION 


and revitalizes the whole body. 

Pupils are of both sexes ranging in age from fifteen to eighty-six, and ajj 
recommend the system. Since no two people are inthe same physical 
condition individual instructions are given fn each case. 

Write at once for full information and Booklet containing endorsements 
from many of America’s leading citizens to 


LIFES LATEST _— 
AND BEST OFFER 


$8.50 Value for $5.00 net. 








This is a sample 
in miniature of 


i | | Hi one of Mr. Gibson's 
1) ui | proofs. Under this 
| i ih offer you are en- 

| | MINN titled to select from 
} our catalogue of 
150 subjects, a 
proof, 15x20, with 


mat, ready for 


{AIM framing. 








Copyright, 1899, by Lise Publishing Co 


WIRELESS TELEGRACHY. 


NEW SUBSCRIBERS WHO SEND $5.00 WILL RECEIVE 


a eee ee ae eee ee 
LIFE’S Easter and Christmas numbers for 1900 ..._ «50 
An Artist’s Proof, size 15x20, on Japan paper, mounted ready 
Ps. + aNe" he & & a oe Ok SOR ee oe 
And in addition your choice of any one of the following 
publications, the retail price of which is. . . ... . J.00 


$8.50 


THE OUT-OF-DOOR CALENDAR FOR 1900, by Blashfield, or 
PREDICAMENTS, by Shipman, a Book of Short Stories, or 
MYTHOLOGY FOR MODERNS, by Metcalfe, or 

THE YANKEE NAVY by Masson, or 

TAKEN FROM “‘LIFE,’’ a Book of Verses. 


ALL RICHLY 
ILLUSTRATED 


CATALOGUE OF 150 EXAMPLES OF PROOFS, LIKE SAMPLE ABOVE, BY GIBSON, 
HANNA, GILBERT AND OTHERS, FOR SELECTION, SENT ON RECEIPT OF 10 CENTS. 


LI FE PU BLISHING CO., 19 W. 31st Street, NEW YORK. 
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BLANC ET BLEU. 
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FOUNDED NEARLY ACENTURYAGO ENJOYS BY 
REASON OF ITS TRADITIONAL POLICY OF QUALITY 
AS AGAINST QUANTITY, AWORLD-wiDE REPU- 
TATION FOR THE PRODUCTION OF UNSUR- 
PASSED HIGH GRADE MONONGAHELA Pure 
RvE WHISKEY. IT IS-DISTILLED FROM SELECTED 
HOME-GROWN RYE AND MOUNTAIN SPRING 
WATER AND IS DISTINGUISHED FORITS = > 
ABSOLUTE PURITY,DELICACY AND BODY,WITH 
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LIFE BINDER, 


CHEAP, STRONG AND DURABLE. 


Will Hold 26 Numbers. 
Mailed to any part of the United States for 
$1.00, 


Address Office of ‘‘LIFE,’’ 


19 West Thirty-first Street, New York. 








52 Gold and Silver Medals Awarded for Excellence. 


JOHN DEWAR & SONS, Ltd., Distillers. 


contain 














Bobbie Burns Jug, $2.00. 
Cash or P. 0. Express Prepaid, 








Dewar’s Scotch Whisky 


These Jugs are handsome specimens‘of the famous English Doulton 
Ware, and make a very attractive addition to the sideboard. They 


Dewar’s Special Old Scotch Whisky, 


]) remarkable for Aroma, Purity, and the Mellowness which age alone 
¥ can give, distilled from the finest malted Barley procurable. 
2 jor Catalogue No. 10, Goods packed in unmarked cases. 


FRED’K GLASSUP, Sole United States Agent. 
JOHN DEWAR & SONS, Ltd. (Dept. 10) 22 West 24th Street, !ew York, N. Y. 


By Special Royal Warrants to Her Majesty the Queen. 


PERTH, Scotland. LONDON, England. 







Send 


Sphinx Jug, $2.00. 
Cash or P. 0, Express Prepaid. 

















USE. 
HARMLESS 


IR NO ARSENIC 
DOWDERS a 
COMPLEXION 


Guaranteed to cure the most obstinate 
cases of Pimples, Blackheads, Freckles, 
Blotches and Sallow Skin. ffect im- 
50c a box at all 


mediately apparent. 
druggists, or send stamp for sample to 
ALBION C0.,634 Main St., Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Sold by W. 8. ROCKEY, 8th av. & 25th st., 
9th av. & 42d st., Broad’y & S6th, N.Y. City. 














PIFF, PAFF ! EMIGRE.—PAN, PAN ! JACOBIN. 








BY C. D. GIBSON. 





Upon receipt of $5.00, the Publishers of LIFE will be pleased to 
send, express prepaid, a copy of Mr. C. D. Grsson’s latest book, 
entitled “THE EDUCATION OF MR. PIPP.” 
book for a Wedding Gift. 


A charming 


(Seventy-seven illustrations.) 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 
19 WEST THIRTY-FIRST STREET, NEW YORK. 





CHEW’ 


BEEMAN’S 


THE ORIGINAL 


PEPSIN 
GUM 


Cures Indigestion 
and Sea-Sicknexss. 


All Others are Imitations. 














List with 100 minia- 
ture and 2 cabinet size photos, #13 





“a 
| TOUT DE MEME, IL VAUT MIEUX CRIER: 


Models from Life, Beauties, Stereo- 
Sa etc. 


ote or stamps. 
8. RECKNAGEL NACHF, Munich, 1 Brieffach, Germany. 





















VIVE LA FRANCE ! 
— Cocorico. 























March 15, 1900, 








A bottle 
of Evans’ Ale, 
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Lyons Silks. 


Rich Fancy Crépes, 
Novelties Spring 1900. 


Cachemir and Fancy Squares 
for 


Waists. 


Printed Foulards and Soft Satins. 
Rich Panne Velvets. 


Proadooay A> 1 94h i. 


NEW YORK. 

















“A Genuine Old Brandy made from Wine.” 
} — Medical Press (London), Aug, 1899. 
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““AND AFTER THE MUTTON, WHAT DO YOU ADVISE?”’ 
“I ADVISE MONSIEUR TO MARRY; FOR THE COOKING IN THIS RESTAURANT WILL END BY UPSETTING 


THE STOMACH, AND MONSIEUR ALREADY LOOKS DRLICATE.”’ — Journal Amusant, 


Pa. BRANDY 


AMIEL Senises. i. txrccg tuna (COCKTAILS The Woods are full of Whiskies. 


<= MANHATTAN, 
@) a S -_ MARTINI, WHISKEY, oe The owners make the welkin ring witl 
their praise, which it might be well to take 
nec eee = with a grain of salt. The safe plan is tou® 
ER UTH, D YORK. . 71). 3; 
Load in Daylight with Film Cartridges M os Bam K only the straight, HAND-MADE, S00B 
for two, six or twelve exposures as desired. | ae MASH 


For work at home then, as well as for one’s i ACocktTait Must Be 

outings, the Kodak becomes more con- ml } | 

venient than the glass plate camera. ; a | Cotp To Be Goon; To a O LD 
No dark room except for development, Ba. 

no bothersome plate holders or dark slides. Serve In Perrect 


EASTMAN KODAK Co | Conoition, Pour ata CROW 
pvavoaued ence at racy ee Over Cracken Ice, YE 
_ : (Not Suaven) Stir R ’ 
% 
| Ano STRAIN Orr. BKi ) and you will receive benefit from it. It has 
ts kept the lead for 66 years. 


H. B. KIRK & CO. Sole Bottlers, N. ¥:! 


it 


Ee . | ‘ y OF 
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